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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This one came quickly, and was written down quickly as well. It was pretty much a spur-of-the-moment idea | 


decided to run with. 


[797 


Pretty people. 

Los Angeles was full of pretty people. 

The second floor of Mutt Lange's sprawling, Southern California home was full of pretty people. Blue eyes and 
kohl rimmed eyelashes and high cheekbones and perfect, white toothed smiles spilled out from the second floor 


and down the staircase and into the first floor and out into the pool. 


Beautiful dove under the waters and its chest was flat and smooth and it had no hair and the nipples were 


round and flat and no one sagged. 


Everyone seemed to have stepped out of a magazine. Net weight, a hundred and ten pounds. A hundred and 
forty if you had wider shoulders than the rest. 


Small, pointed breasts peeked out from beneath low, flowing, silk cuts that dared his eyes to take a look at 


where the nipple formed a triangle and then curved down and above the ribs. 


Pretty people danced with their eyes on some spot he could never find and smoked with a flourish so that if 
he asked for a fag they'd say, "It's clove," and then they waited to see what he would say, their eyes empty 
but pretty in blue eye shadow and full, parted lips and lip-gloss and that one boy who somehow spoke through 


and across an eternal pout. 


He made his way through a line of slim, posturing boys that wanted very badly to be sailors. Pin stripes. Blue 
and white. Tight leather pants. He could almost see their cocks and balls on some magazine. Out The Advocate. 
Some photography biweekly. Black and white cocks and balls so plump and round and engorged that he almost 
asked for a butter knife. 


"| bet | could slice right through this." 
The boys made way for him. 
His head swam in pretty. 


Pretty girls by the door, taking coats from pretty men and pretty boys coming down the stairs, draped over 
pretty women. 


Not a blemish, not a pimple, not a wrinkle among ther. 
Who were these people? 
They spilled out onto the streets of LA. 


He walked past them (his drink was still in his hand) (he gulped down the dregs and then tossed the plastic 
wine cup into the nearest bin) and made his way up a confusion of pretty people and desperate pretty people 
clamouring to be allowed inside clubs that shook and rattled at the corners of his eyes as music thudded inside 


and out. 
The asphalt wasn't pretty. 


It was covered in a fine layer of crusted bubble gum and pennies, dirt that compacted into black, powdery 
clumps, wilted grass, dark vomit stains with one large puddle surrounded by thin, spidery arms, like a melting 


sun, crushed cigarette butts, bottle caps, industrial green puddles. A broken, abandoned television set had been 


tossed on a rubbish heap beside a bar. The cathode ray had been ripped out. It lay on its side, a smooth, glass 


penis. 

He thought about picking it up. 

He walked on. 

Pretty people ate pretty food. The evidence was all around him. Waiters brought out painted dishes with 
square, creamy desserts at the centre and swirls of fudge and garnish at every corner. Meat and vegetables 
were arranged symmetrically on deep, curbed dishes. Everybody took dainty bites and they all knew which wine 
went where and with whom. 

(A boy in a corner took big, hungry bites of a hamburger) 

(But he didn't count. He had pretty stubble. Indie Rock stubble) 

His feet knew where they were going among all the pretty. He could see the sign from the distance. 


Starbuck's Café. 


Phil was a cream and blue sharpness beyond the blur of pretty poets who wrote no poetry but drank lots and 
lots of coffee. Lattes. They drank lattes. 


"Mint chocolate steamer," he said. 


The boy behind the counter was pretty. He had bangs. They wisped and fell over his eyes just right. His eyes, 


of course, were blue. Black hair. 


"Here's your change." His voice sounded as if it was meant to take you home and then pretend he didn't know 


you as you both got dressed. 
"Cheers." 
He slid into a chair at Phil's table. 


Phil was gazing out the window, chin on his hand. Blond hair clung to one cheek, trapped beneath the curve of 


his palm. 
He wanted to reach out and finger it. 


Instead, he followed the curve of Phil's cheekbones as they sunk along the sides of his mouth. They made deep, 


wounded grooves. Pointed chin. Blue eyes. Straight, fine nose. 


It had never occurred to him that Phil might be pretty. 

He blew foam out across the top of his steamer. 

"God you're ugly," he said. 

Phil turned to him and knotted his eyebrows together. Phil always looked as if he were frowning. In 1982, when 
Phil had joined the band, one small part of him always wondered what he had done wrong. Phil had to be 
frowning for a reason, and it was probably him. 

But Phil always looked as if he were frowning. 

Even when he smiled 

He was smiling now. 

"Thank you, Rick. You're a pretty sorry sight yourself” 


He was. 


"Thank God for that." 
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